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Summary: 


Felix wants the group to spar and train, Jenna doesn't like 
that Isaac thinks he could beat her 


Sparring 
Author's Note: 
It's one of those night so here's another fic for @xxaylu. 


“You think you can take me, huh?” Jenna grinned wide, 
prodding Isaac in the chest when the group had talked 
about training and sparring sessions. All of them were 
gathered on the deck in simple shirts and shorts for training, 
makeshift wooden weapons Felix had made held in each of 
their hands, except for Piers who was busy steering the ship. 


“I did beat Saturos and Menardi,” he countered, a matching 
grin on his own face. 


“Is that right?” Jenna laughed, nodding to Garet, Ivan, and 
Mia, respectively. “So getting your ass beat down by their 
knockoff counterparts was just an off day for you then?” 


That shut him up and Jenna’s grin only grew wider (though 
she did mouth an apology in Ivan’s direction considering he 
had been fighting too). 


“I'll have you remember that | beat the ones who beat you.” 


Isaac took a glance around and gestured to her brother, 
Sheba, and Piers. 


“Shut it.” She was smiling wider than ever, this friendly little 
competition was perhaps some of the most fun she’d had in 
quite a while (maybe because it felt so familiar like she was 
back in Vale). He was smiling too, a smile winning and 
challenging all at once, a smile she couldn’t wait to wipe off 
his face as she beat him. 


“Oh c’mon hurry it up and just spar already!” Sheba 
stamped her foot impatiently, though Jenna caught the 
knowing look Sheba had in her eyes. 


“Wouldn’t it make more sense for Isaac and Felix to spar 
sin-” Garet’s question was silenced quickly by a quick jab in 
the ribs from Mia’s elbow... along with his subsequent 
protests at it. 


Felix nodded to them both as they stepped onto the middle 
of the deck before retreating to the wheel where Piers had 
been standing this whole time. 


“Just don’t make a mess of my ship, I’ve already let strangers 
stick wings onto it.” He sighed, dropping anchor and turning 
around to watch the two friends pace a circle around each 
other on deck. 


Jenna grinned as she twirled the training sword in her hand. 
She had seen how Isaac had fought. It was... less than 
trained. Certainly not graceful. He was self taught and it 
showed, sure he’d gotten used to it, become practiced at it 
even, but she’d been lucky enough to have training from 
Menardi, and Felix had learned from the Proxians too. 


She taunted a little, feigning steps or lunges before going 
back to pacing around. To his credit he didn’t react, he was 
always calm and collected so it didn’t surprise her much. 


He leapt at her, a downward sweep that she’d seen him use 
to initiate attacks. It was telegraphed and obvious and how 
he ever made it this far amazed her considering how easily 
she sidestepped it and countered. 


Isaac was faster than she had thought though, quickly 
rolling out of the way of her swing and bringing his weapon 
up to block her attack. He was back on his feet and watching 


her intently, but the smile on his face betrayed how much 
he was enjoying this... or how he wasn’t taking it quite 
seriously enough. 


And Jenna was having none of that. 


She moved in to strike, no doubt faster than Isaac had 
expected, and when his sword quickly raised to block her 
own coming down on him from above her fist landed itself 
right in his stomach. 


He coughed and rolled away, gasping for breath before 
turning to look at Jenna with shock. 


“One to me,” She smiled brightly to him, tapping the 
wooden blade against her shoulder tauntingly, “and | 
thought you said you could take me.” 


The shock on Isaac’s face quickly changed to a grin as he 
stood back up, stretching as he did so. 


A lunge. 


Jenna was surprised at the speed at which he closed the 
distance, barely having time to block and dodge out of the 
way of his flurry of strikes. She parried as best she could, 
frustrated that she was losing ground and being forced back 
across the deck. 


She dodged to the side and swept her leg to try and take the 
feet out from under him but he was ready and kept up his 
own attack. Jenna grunted but couldn’t stop the grin on her 
face as she saw Isaac doing just the same. 


If he wanted to see her best he would get it. 


As she started to parry his attacks and swing back, the two 
of them dancing around one another as their weapons 
clashed and locked, Jenna vaguely registered Felix telling 
them both to take it easy. She chose to ignore that as she 
redoubled her efforts, giddily bringing her weapon down 
against Isaac as expertly as she could. 


For years she had feared having to face him on this quest, 
having to fight him or worse in order to save all of Weyard, 
but now she was living for it, the thrill of this “battle” and it 
was the perfect way to release all of that pent up fear, worry, 
and loneliness she had battled with since she had been 
taken from Vale. 


Watching him smile and grin tauntingly, the way sweat flew 
from his hair as he dodged and ducked, the way his muscles 
tensed and flexed with every movement. Jenna never 
wanted this dance to end, she was enjoying it far too much. 


Slash. Dodge. Block. Parry. Stab. Sidestep. 


Jenna called upon everything she remembered from 
Menardi’s and Felix’s training. It was rare she got to fight a 
practiced opponent, monsters rarely required the fancy 
footwork or blade skills needed for a one on one fight. 


Their blades locked again held tight against one another, 
faces inches apart. Jenna breathed deep as she gazed for a 
moment into Isaac’s brilliantly blue eyes—oh how she had 
missed them—before promptly pulling back her blade and 
headbutting him square in the nose. 


He tumbled backwards, collapsing onto his back, and Jenna 
was quick to capitalize, leaping atop him and pressing her 
weapon to his neck. 


“Told you | could kick your ass.” 


She would always remember and love the look of awe and 
wonder Isaac gave her as he stared up at her, despite the 
blood running from his nose. 


Author's Note: 


Hope you all enjoyed it!! Once more we don't edit or 
plan things out, we write stuff as it comes, like men. 


